
xind sacrilegious our sublimest song : 

But since the naked will obtains thy smile. 
Beneath this monument of praise unpaid. 

And future life symphonious to my strain. 
That noblest hymn to heaven ! for ever lie 
Intomb’d my fear of death ! and every fear. 
The dread of every evil, but thy frown. 

Whom see I yonder, so demurely smile ? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their rest 
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Recumbent virtue’s downy doctors preach. 

That prose of piety, a lukewarm praise . 

Rise odours sweet from incense uninflamed . 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout , 

But when it glows, its heat is struck to iea\ en , 

To human hearts her golden harps are strung ; 

High heaven's orchestra chaunts amen to man. 

Hear I, or dream I hear their distant strain. 
Sweet to the soul and tasting strong of heaven. 

Soft- wafted on celestial pity’s plume 
Through the vast spaces of the universe. 

To cheer me in this melancholy gloom ? 

Oh when will death, now stingless, like a fnen 
Admit me of their choir ? oh when will death 
This mouldering old partition-wall throw down- 
Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 

Oh death divine ! that givest us to the skies ! 

Great future ! glorious patron of the past 
And present ! when shall I thy shrine adoi e ? 

From nature’s continent immensely wide. 

Immensely blest; this little isle of life. 

This dark incarcerating colony 

Divides us : happy day ! that breaks our chain ; 

That manumits, that calls from exile home ; 

That leads to nature’s great metropolis. 

And re-admits us, through the guardian hand 
Of elder brothers to our father’s throne ; 

Who hears our advocate, and, through his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name ! 

’Tis this makes Christian triumph a command : 
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